Those Quarrelsome Bonapartes
post, bringing up his field-pieces, and driving the natives
from quarter to quarter. But women do not always love
to the uttermost a masterful man.
It was just before this uprising that Napoleon had to
meet a greater test. That was when Bourrienne brought
to the palace the despatch telling of the loss of the fleet
off the shores of Aboukir. He might have his victories on
land; but Nelson was to have his at sea. There Napoleon
was indeed unlucky. Now they could get neither stores nor
reinforcements, indeed might never see France again.
As he handed over the despatch, Bourrienne watched
him closely, more closely than he had the man on the
mosque. One who has patronized a great man, pawned his
watch for him, and bought him dinners, is apt to do that.
It would be reassuring to find the fatal flaw and so have
one's feeling of superiority restored once more.
Napoleon broke into the expected denunciation of Ad-
miral Brueys's foolhardiness; and for a moment his rage
was terrible. Then he made a rapid turn of the apart-
ment, paused, and gave the observer the impression of a
man shaking off a bad dream or rising from a cold plunge
in icy waters. "Our courage must not fail," he said; "we
must keep our heads above the waves." Then another
march up and down—one more angry phrase—and a
smile and a shrug of the shoulder. "Well, Bourrienne, here
we must remain, to achieve a grandeur like that of the
ancients."
Bourrienne's pen was now scratching rapidly. As was
sometimes his custom, he was preparing the bulletin for
the Directorate, to be signed by his master. And he wanted
to hurry this one, which he was trying to make favorable
to his old friend, the dead admiral, and, if possible, to
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